As on the pillow I laid me down to rest
I saw a candle wicker, and I thought,
" O God, if all the sorrow in my breast
of love's devisal came like this to naught,
By a mad mastiff bitten the victim must,
mirrored in water always see, distraught,
his horrid image, so my loveliest
awake or sleeping haunts my spirit, uncaught.
It is my blood that is the cause. As often
summer is cooler than the autumn's sun,
so than my June more summer is my FalL
I am, alas! but wax for life to soften I
You died but once, thrice-happy Ixion,
but I a thousand times and not at all/*